ACT  II

SCENE    I

Seventeen years are seventeen years', and now, in 1898,
this room, no less than its frequenters3 looks different.
But, unlike its frequenters, the changes it has under-
gone make it look younger instead of older than if it
had not changed at all.

PERCY MIDDLING, whom we should judge to be
six or seven and twenty, sits before us ; solid, stolid,
gloomy, patient. His very patience is somehow
exasperating. There is no dash about him, no swing,
no style. How could he ever hope ? As soon as we
begin to tire of watching him, in his preoccupation,
alternately undo and do up the buttons of his jacket,
MINNIE, to our relief, joins him. MINNIE, it
seems, bears the passage of time better than most of us.

MINNIE : Jane is coining.

PERCY (without animation) : She's kept me waiting

a long time, hasn't she ?

MINNIE : She's been busy, man.

PERCY (without apparent interest] : What doing ?

MINNIE : Reading.

PERCY : Is she near the end of her chapter ?

MINNIE : It's not a book with chapters at all.

PERCY (quietly) : Oh, dear,

MINNIE : It's poetry.

PERCY (after a moments heavy reflection) : Do you

think that means anything?

MINNIE (wilfully misunderstanding) : Well, poetry

doesn't, as a rule.

PERCY (slow-wittedfellow that he is) : I have heard

that people take to poetry when they are in a

certain state of mind.
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